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jeresa glanced out of the window 
T= there was nothing to be seen. 

Unless you counted the blank 
brick wall opposite. She sat on the bed 
again, eyes fluttering, nervous. The bed 
and a wooden table and chair, that was 
all there was in the bare little room. Like 
a prison cell almost. The. bed with its 
stark tubular metal frame could easily be 
imagined in a prison cell. She squirmed 
her bottom. The blanket she was sitting 
on was a vivid royal blue. A violent col- 
our, scary in itself in a way. The whole 
place was scary. The two starched white 
pillows precisely placed; the metal jug 
on the table... Downstairs... 

She hadn't really seen anything 
downstairs. Too scared to look and 
anyway that Matron, Mrs Jarrett, had 
marched her straight through the hallway 
and up the stairs. “You wil! wait in your 
room until Mr Canfield is ready for you, 
Probationer. Mr Canfield deals with Pro- 
bationer Nurses and he will see you 
shortly, I expect. 


St Probyn’s Ti ing Unit. She had 


heard it referred to as St Probyn's 
Penitentiary and in the little room with 


Mrs Jarrett clanging the door shut behind 
her Teresa could easily see why. but 
more to the point, though, what did you 
get here? What was the training? She had 
asked and no one would tell her. Girls 
who had been had only given a blank 
look. Or shook their heads. “You're not 
supposed to ask, Teresa. It’s confiden- 
tial, haven't you been told that?” Yes she 
had but girls were usually prepared to 
talk about things. It seemed they weren’t 
about St Probyn’s. Nothing except that 
single humourless joke: St Probyn’s 
Penitentiai 

You all had to come here, at least there 
was that. All Probationers had a two- 
week stay, once they’d done their first 
hospital peri So it couldn’t be too 
awful, could it? Not if everyone had it. 
Sitting on the bright blue blanket Teresa 
told herself that. ‘Take your coat off,” 
Matron had said. ‘You’ve got your 
uniform on?” 

She had put her coat in the cheap little 
cupboard, with her bag. Yes, Teresa had 
her uniform on. Mrs Smith, Matron at 
the hospital, had checked that out before 
she left. “What have you got underneath, 


Probationer Taylor? Not tights?” 

Teresa said yes she had. ‘Tights are 
not correct wear for St Probyn's. You 
wear proper black nylon stockings with 
a suspender belt. Have you got any?’ 

Teresa hadn't. She wore tights always, 
like most other girls. No one at the 
hospital said you couldn't wear tights 
with your uniform. “Well you'd better 
borrow from someone. And you wear 
black knickers. Mr Canfield at St Pro- 
byn's is very strict on detail. You must 
be properly turned out.’ 

So under her blue-striped uniform 
dress and white apron Teresa had on 
nylons and a suspender belt, borrowed 
from another girl. She also had on black 
high heels. That was something else re- 
quired. Naturally you didn’t wear high 
heels in the hospital but they were re- 
quired here, at St Probyn's. The 
suspender belt felt funny when you 
weren't used to wearing one. Something 
else to put you on edge in this horrible 
little room. Teresa stood up and then sat 
down again. This Mr Canfield...What 
was he like...? “Very strict on detail.” 
She looked again at the door. 

Five minutes later it opened. Teresa's 
heart gave a violent thump. Mr Canfield? 
He was quite young, in his thirties, in a 
short white coat over trousers. She got 
shakily to her feet. 

He smiled. ‘Hello. Teresa Taylor? I'm 
Graham Linford. Mr Canfield is tied up 
for the moment but I have to see you 
anyway. Your examination.’ 

It wasn't Mr Canfield after all. And 
what...? ‘Come with me please." 

Out into that bare white-walled cor- 
ridor and into another little room. Very 
much like her own one except the bed 
didn't have that bright blue blanket on 
it. Instead there was a white sheet. Mr 
Linford was closing the door behind 


them. ‘Slip your things off,” he said. 
‘I’ve got to have a look at you.” 

Oh. Flushing. He gave her that smile 
again. He was quite good-looking. 
“Come on, Nurse. We must learn to 
move smartly here. You'll need to move 
smartly for Mr Canfield.” 

Fumbling at her apron, and then the 
dress. She had to take everything off and 
get on the bed. “You can leave the nylons 
and suspender belt, but everything else,” 
Mr Linford said. ‘It’s just a routine ex- 
amination. Are you a virgin?” 

She mumbled something, hot-faced, 
and had to repeat it. *Not...uh...no...* 
Breathless, Teresa had her knickers off 
now and had got on the bed. On that cold 
white sheet. On her back. It wouldn't 
perhaps have been so bad if Mr Linford 
was an older man but he wasn't. Only 
about 30, good-looking. ‘Raise your 
knees,” he told her. “And open your legs. 
It’s only routine. Right...let me see 

Her nyloned knees were spread wide 
and Mr Linford...His hands...IUs only 
routine, she told herself. Desperately. 
His fingers were there. Carefully prob- 
ing. His quiet voice asking her, with his 
fingers now. “Only...twice 
she gasped out. Mr Linford, as his 
fingers did what they were doing, wanted 
details. Who. When. Exactly what...? 
‘It’s routine, Nurse, but we need it for 
the records. 

It was the worst thing. Just the worst 
thing. That you could imagine. Not 
knowing where to look when it was final- 
ly over and she could sit up. Standing up 
on wobbly legs. Her boobs and pussy 
bare. Her pussy that...She could still feel 
those fingers... 

Mr Linford slapped her bare bottom. 

“OK? Get dressed now. That seems OK. 
We'll see if Mr Canfield is ready. 
Somehow getting her things back on. 


‘Se was all ho, all shaky. Her mind still 
focussing on i. Lying there. Her legs 
wide open. Mr Linford. „Mr Linford 
‘with those nice blue eyes was smiling 
“Tat was al ight wasn't it? Some grs 
quite enjoy it, 1 believe.” 

ack in the other room. Mr Linford 
left her there, shuning the door again 
There was no Mr Canfield, pot yet. The 
room was just the same. Then she saw 
it wasn't. On the table, next to that white 
Jug. There was now a cane. 

Teresa stared at i, thinking for a mo- 
ment it was a mental abberation. Her 
mind playing tricks after that raumati 
business in the other room. No, if was 
a cane all righ, She picked it up, and 
Quickly put it down again. It certainly 
had been there before. Who had put 
I there. And what was it for? 

‘Two minutes later the door opened 
again. An older man. in a suit. Teresa 
got shakily to her fet again, It must be. 
this time abe stood upright, 1 


wildly here and there... and back 1o what 
as onthe able 

He came close. In his itis probably. 
smooth grey hair, glasses, Yes, he would 
Be Mr Canfield all ight, in that ui 
Eyes behind the plasses Silently sizing 
her up. 


ry 


Probationer Taylor? A im. not very 
friendly voice. Teresa nodded. Scared 
litle words popped cut "Yes Si." She 
‘could til fel Me Linford’ hands as she 
Tay on that other bed in just the nylons 
and suspender belt. With her legs wide 

Your collar. Nurse. Is this how you 
normally wear i 

Her collar? Teresa's hand went up. 
On. One side was wicking out from 
behind the apron top. From when she had 
got dressed again in the other room in 
from of that Mr Linford. Hardly con- 
scious of what her hands were doing 

“Leave it Don't adjust it now. We will 
consider it further later. But could it be 
typical of your approach, Nurse? Slip- 
shod? Not too concerned with proper 
Standards? Not too concerned with 
discipline”, 

“No?..No Sir. 

His hands were at her waist. At the 
buckle of her belt. That wasn't wrong. 
as it? Too loose or something She 
realised she was holding hr breath. and 
let it go. A litle fighened moan came 
‘ou with i 

'His hand came away. “Bring the chair 
‘ver. Stand upon it. Then lift your skir: 
We will see if there are other examples 
of improper turn-out. 

“The wooden, sraigh-hacked chair that 
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was at the table. Teresa tried not to see 
the cane as she took the chair. There 
couldn't be anything else: a suspender 
belt not fastened, a stocking seam not 
straight? Or in that awful unthinking state 
she had been in when Mr Linford had 
done with her she had somehow forgot- 
ten to put her knickers on again? This Mr 


Canfield really scared her. And there was 
that cane. He can't cane me, she thought 
— but the cane was there. For a reason. 

Clambering onto the chair in the spiky 
heels. The seat felt slippery and she 
didn’t wear high heels much, certainly 
not for standing on chairs. What if she 
fell off. Teresa swallowed. Dry spit in 


her mouth. 

‘Lift it, Nurse. Right up. Round your 
waist.” 

It wasn’t any worse than that Mr Lin- 
ford. It wasn’t anything like as bad. Just 
lifting your skirt. But somehow it seem- 
ed as bad. Up on the chair and Mr Can- 
field’s face, his sharp eyes, on a level 
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with her...Just keep calm. Don’t panic. 
Think of something. But what...? 
Teresa's mind thought inevitably of that 
cane. Her skirt and apron up. Exposing 
the full length of the black nylons fasten- 
ed with the straps of the white suspender 
belt. They were fastened properly, they 
had to be, although she couldn't look 


down. But she had somehow pinned her 
apron like that, with one side of her col- 
lar sticking out. *Mr Canfield is a stickler 
for detail.” His hand was at one front 
suspender strap. Checking that it was 
properly fastened, properly tight. The 
hand let go and slid round to the side 
strap. And then to the back of her bare 


thigh above the taut stocking. Stroking 
slightly. Teresa could hear herself 
breathing. She seemed to be gasping for 
breath. The hand had slid up, to the tight 
seat of the black nylon knickers. Jiggl- 
ing her bottom. Another of those squeak- 
ly little moans came out. 

“These stockings, Nurse. Were you 


Mall 
a 
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told you could wear patterned ones?” 

The stockings had little black designs 
on them. Teresa had got them from that 
other girl, Monica, and hadn’t had time 
to think. You wore plain stockings 
(tights) in the hospital of course. 

Oh God. 

He had let go. ‘Right. Get down, 
Nurse. Put the chair back.’ 

She stumbled over, her skirt back in 
place again. Put the chair back. Stood 
trembling in front of him. He wasn't go- 
ing to do anything? Please. 

“Right, Probationer. Now I am going 
to cane you. Improper and slipshod 
dress,” 

The shocking words that part of her 
had known were going to come. Now I 
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am going to cane you...*Nnnnghhh....” 
A mewling sound coming out of her 
mouth. 

“Get up on the bed. Kneel on it and 
drop your knickers. At St Probyn’s, Pro- 
bationer Taylor, we do not stand for any 
sort of slipshod behaviour. That is the 
first lesson we have to learn. Come on, 
sharply please.” 

Kneeling on the bed and hoisting her 
skirt again. Her collar, and the stockings. 
Hadn't Monica known? But maybe you 
got caned anyway here. For something 
or other. That was why they wouldn’t 
talk about it, weren't allowed to talk 
about it. Teresa’s hands were doing what 
they had to do. Pulling down her 
knickers. Baring her bottom. For that 


It wasin Mr Canfield’ hand now. The 
cane, Teresa's bottom bare: her skirt up 
Found her waist, her kickers lowered 10 
the top of those pattened stockings 

Move the pillows, Nurse. Place them 
in the middle of the bed and lie down 
with your hips over them 


Pleme., The word coming out 
although she knew thee was no poin in 
arguing. Mr Canfield was going to dit 
Yes. She yelped as the cane came out and 


ut across the bare back of her thigh. A 
red hot, stinging pain. “Do 4, Nurse 
Lying down. Face down on ihe bright 
blue blanket, Her bottom expose, rass- 

ed up over the two gleaming pillows. Mr 

Canfield taking her hands, to put them 
together behind her back 
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‘Keep the position, Nurse. Keep your 
hands together. T do not want them 
reaching for your bottom as soon as T put 
the cane to it And T don't want you div 
ing around like'a landed fish. Unders- 
tand. Nurse? It is an exercise in 

She gripped her hands together. This 
was what they wouldn't tell you about 
Weren't allowed to tell you about: St Pro. 
Eya's Peniteatiary. The bare cheeks of 
her bottom automatically clenching Her 
mind had difficulty taking it in. That Mr 
Linford and now this, On her first afier 
noon here. There were two weeks, you 
had a two-week stay. AL St Probyn's 
Penitentiary 


hi! Noooo 


ear Sirs, 
May 1 say how much I enjoy your several 
ublicaons and in particular, those few issues 
that have featured nurses having various kinds of 
discipline administered to their bottoms. 


My preference for seeing young nurses “getting. 
it” stems, no doubt, from a conversation I had 


with a girl, herself a student nurse, when 1 was 
at University 


She it was who fold me ales of the “goings on 
in the Nurses Home attached o the hospital, 1 
was expecially intrigued by her report of bottom 

mackings 10 which she and her find were 
treated by a young Sister, whose responsibilty 
it was, apparently, o look after the welfare of 
the students outside of their working hours. 1 

ered that this woman gi really. since she 
teas in her early twenties — we much liked dy 
the students, despie her habit of applying unot 
ficial discipline to the bottoms of her favourites 
amongst the piris 


Unofficial it certainly was, of course, and the 
whole thing seemed to be conducted on a kind 
Of "soriery" basis, with Sister as big sister, keep- 
ing her juniors in line, ruling over them more by 
general consent than by force of her official 
Aurhoriy 


Tales of cold showers, plaster of paris ‘plaster: 
ings and so on, initiated by Sister and en. 
thusiastically carried out by the giris on their 
comrades who had transgressed Sister's "code 

were entertaining enough, but 1 was most arous” 
fd by other tales of spankings and steappings, 
Some administered in Sister's office, in private 

‘while more public punishments were meted out 
in the nurse's accommodation, almost the whole 
course being recruited as an audience and thus 
giving the stamp of communal approval to 
Sister's disciplinary escapades 


1 understood that undergoing any kind of 
physical punishment was ‘optional’ — one would 
have thought so — and that there were some giris 
who very definitely opted out; these giris were 
not punished, but neither were they included in 
Any of sisters “welfare schemes’ such as midnight 
feasts and so on. (You have to remember that Im 
talking about the early ities, when girls in such 
circumstances were more like sixth formers than 
Young adults, even on into their early twenties). 


For those of the girls in Sisters soriety’, however, 
breaking the ‘code’ could mean a girl being stret 
ched out across a bed with a giggling friend at 
ach corner holding her down whilst Sister ap 


plied a hefty strap-to bare young buttocks — my 
friend had, herself, been dealt with in this w 
and although she made light of it, she admitted 
that the spanking had made her cry, and had left 
her bum sore for several days. 


Spankings in Sister's room, however, were ap- 
parently less painful, but inevitably entailed the 
girls’ knickers being taken down, either for an 
over-the-knee spanking or for a ‘touch your toes’ 
strapping. 


One makes the assumption of course, that ‘Sister’ 
had lesbian inclinations — what else — but 
nothing was said to me about anything other than 
the horseplay and punishments already 
mentioned. 


As an indulgence to a faithful reader, would you 
consider illustrating one of the ‘across the bed’ 
strappings as described above? One can imagine 
the ring of excited faces surrounding Sister’s un- 
fortunate ‘victim’ as she is put across the bed and 
bared for the application of the strap. If not — 
I can imagine it might be difficult to find enough 
‘nurses’ to provide the necessary audience — 
perhaps you could illustrate the events as they 
might have taken place when Sister decided to 
punish one of her favourites in the privacy of her 
room. 


Anyway, please continue to provide us with your 
excellent publications, with more emphasis, if 
possible, on nurses 

R.M. Herts 
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Mr Fontwell, 36 Filbert Road, the card said. The 
name meant nothing but Sarah thought she knew where 
the address was. Big houses over on the edge of town, 
south side. She wanted to ask: what's he like? He's 
OK, isn't he? Nothing too...but she also didn't want 
to sound too new, inexperienced. So she just smiled 
at Mrs Maltby, on reception. There was a sort of quiz- 
zical smile back. Did that mean anything? Nervous. 
Sarah was that all right. But weren't you bound to be, 
your first day? 

The Acme Nursing Agency. Private clients and 
households a speciality. 

Sarah had just started, finally having had her fill of 
state nursing and those abyssmal salaries. Private agen- 
cies paid twice as much, or some of them. Acme for 
one. All right, people said, yes but you know about 


those places. You know what some of those clients ` 


want. But people were bound to say that sort of thing. 
People with an interest, nurses too scared to take the 
plunge. Sarah didn't believe it but you were bound to 
be apprehensive, just starting. I'd be OK when she'd 
been to a couple of clients and got her bearings. This 
Mr Fontwell. 

What was his problem? His complaint? If he had one. 
It didn't say on the card. Or rather it said: diagnosis 
non-specific. It said that when they didn't have anything 
properly wrong with them. ‘Nothing actually somatic 
but that doesn't mean they don’t need a nurse.” Mr Col- 
lins who ran the agency. Sarah had had a talk with him 
after accepting the job. *Human contact, compassion 
and sympathy, Nurse. But isn't that what nursing is 
basically all about anyway?’ 

-This Mr Fontwell. She really should have asked so- 
meone. Someone would have gone there before. for 
his “diagnosis non-specific’. One of the other girls. The 
agency had quite a number she thought, but they were 
only fleetingly in the office. But he was probably all 
right, an old man wanting a bit of companionship and 
sympathy. Nothing nasty. Nothing like those nasty 
things people said. Yes Mr Fontwell was very probably 
OK. Sarah put on her coat, over the uniform. She 
didn’t like the uniform, didn’t like a number of things 
about it. It was, well, almost designed to make people 


think those things about agency nurses. 
Gerald Fontwell at 45 wasn't exactly an old man. 


-He had asked for her. The new one. *Put me down 


for that new one when she starts.” Mr Collins had 
peered over his glasses. ‘Everyone wants new ones." 
Indicating that they were talking about a scarce and 
desirable commodity. Mr Fontwell was not put off by 
this. He would pay any extra that was thought 
necessary. He was prepared to pay for his pleasures. 
But was she...ah...acquainted with what was what? 

Mr Collins, an avuncular figure who could inspire 
confidence in people (he couldn't be involved in 
anything at all off surely?) had adjusted his spectacles 
and said, "In general terms." But she had of course sign- 
ed her contract, he added. A girl was on her own when 
she was with a client. ‘Well, some may have their lit- 
tle ways, Nurse.” You did get complaints from the new 
ones, naturally..*He can't do that. * In shocked tones. 
Mr Collins, in his avuncular way. would point out the 
difference between what she was earning now and what 
it had been before, as a state nurse probably. And also 
point to what she had signed in her contract. That small 
print. Sometimes you found they hadn't bothered to 
read it. 

Gerald Fontwell looked out of his window. A nice 
morning. Not that he intended going out in it. No, not 
any chance at all of that. Nurse Wilkins. Sarah Wilkins, 
that was her name. a nicely brought up middle-class 
girl from the record that he’d been shown. Definitely 
not one of your young scrubbers. A nice little brunette 
Mr Collins had said. Smooth talking Collins. that dir- 
ty old bugger. What did he do with them? Well. he 
had the run of them, didn't he: the cock in the hen 
house. Perhaps he was past it, though? Gerald Font- 
well looked at his watch. Five to ten. Five minutes. 
Did she have a car? 

The slightly battered Two-C-V was at that moment 
encountering traffic. Its driver was going to be late. 
Not a lot but when you already had that tense feeling 
in your stomach it didn’t help. Stop worrying and think 
of the pay. She would be able to pay off that bank loan. 
If she ever got to Mr Fontwell's. The white nurses cap 
on the seat beside her. “Always wear the cap.” Mr Col- 
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lis’ instruction. “The clients expect it, And of course 
the rest of the uniform exactly as specified.” That in- 
cluded underwear: black silk knickers and bra: 

(hing black suspender belt for the tan stockings. Why 
did underwear have to be specified, unless. Sarah 


rate on the road. If you were half an hour late on your 
first day he'd have an excuse for.. something. 

But it was only Five minutes. Cramming the litle 
ap on her head in the driveway. It was one of those 
big houses. Don’t stop and worry. Ring the bell. He 
came, almost immediately. Waiting probably. Not at 
all what Sarah had expected. Not old, or not that much 
Heavy-set, fat even. Fiat black hair above rounded 
features. Sharp eyes examining her 

“Nurse Wilkins? Sarah I hink? Come in then, Let's 
have your coat off. Let's have a look at you.” 

Her coat. Yes. She was still Mastered by the sight 
of him. Removing her coat would naturally reveal 
Uniform. She felt strong urge to keep the coat on but 
Clearly you couldn't. Anyway Mr Fontwell had pro- 
baby seen the Acme Agency uniform before. Unbut 
toning. She didn't really like the look of this Mr Font 
well. He wasn't old, a doddery old man. He was on 
Îy..-what, not fify? And there was something about 
Mim. If he wanted something you could imagine he 


made sure he got it. Stop it, she told herself. He was 
oing to be all right But what. was he going to want? 

“The uniform, On display as she took the cont off 
An abbreviated white skirt, the hem barely reaching 
the tops of her stockings. The waist held tightly in with 
a wide red belt. The op of the uniform. the blouse 
was cut off to finish some inches above your waist 
Bare Nesh on show there. The swf outfit was com: 
pletely with tan stockings and black stilens, 

Very nice. His eyes gleaming. You girls rom the 
agency ve got a very nie out and you fil i out a 
treat. young Sarah. His hand came out and touched 
heer bare watst She shivered. She wanted to leave. She 
Kew he wast ging Wo enjoy this — whatever i was 
Hey! 

He had without warning taken her glasses of 
Everything suddenly a blur. "Hey? Give me...” 

“The blurred face cackling. “Can't you sc, Sarah?” 
She reached out. "No... Another cackling laugh and 
his hand was at her bottom. Squeezing. She gasped. 
jerking away. Then he was in front, pulling her to im 
Her shor sighted eyes at last caught him in focus 
Much too close for comfort. His grinning face. His 
body hard agaist hr, She turned her head away 
‘Give, give me my glasses, 

His hand came down 10 squeeze her bum apain. Then 


he let go. She was shaking. close to tears. “Give me 
The glasses suddenly in hor hand. She fumbled them 
on. Sighted again. Mr Fontwell, his sining room: 
abruptly there. appearing out of the blur. Her hear 
as thuding at a dizzy rate. The ramen bastará 

"Don't. you do that" Stummering “1 don't have 
to sake that 

His face was stil grinning. “You have to take ex 
actly what want, Nurse Wilkins. Look at your con 
tract, Have you looked at that fine print” 

She hadn't, Nor all of it. But tere couldn't be 
anything saying she had to take that sort of thing 

Pook.. what jt mean what've 1 got to de 
Fighting o keep her voice steady. "Please be.. be sen 
Sible,” she added hopefully 

Mr Fontwell gave another of those laughs. "You're 
scaly a new one, aren't you? But T like that. I Nike a 
fice fresh girl. What I need is a massage. You 
Know... have this problem an need ii massag 
st. OK 

SH shaking, she tried to sound professional. “Mus 
cle problems? Manipulation? 

Mr Fontwell said. "Yes. That's it: manipulation- 

He led the way upstairs. A least he wasn t making 
her go first. in the short skirt. Into his bedroom TI 
get undressed. shall?" he asked. But Mr Fonweil was 


doing it anyway. His shoes. Trousers and shirt. 
His...Sarah looked away, her face red. Mr Fontwell 
had a full erection. He sat on the bed, with it jutting 
up in front of him. “Back first or front?” he asked, grin- 
ning. “I want it all over of course." 

Oh God. *Ge...get on your front.” 

He was fat. She didn't like touching him but she had 
to. Kneading the flabby flesh. And knowing what he 
was going to want when he turned over. Manipulation. 
Could she say she wouldn't? But Mr Fontwell had paid 
for a massage. She was here to do it. She tried to con- 
centrate. His fleshy back. Arms. Buttocks. Mr Font- 
well groaning slightly. His head turning sideways 
OK. That'll do. Now...’ He was turning over. 

It was still there. Sticking straight up. His eyes on 
her. ‘OK, Nurse Perkins. Now the front. All of it of 
course 

Look 

*Come on. No looks. You look at your contract. You 
do what the client wants. Whatever medical attention 
is required. Come on: a nice rub 

It was what people said of course. She hadn't wanted 
to believe it but it was true. That was why you got the 
big salary. Don’t think about it, just do it. It was only 
a massage, what was the difference. Just do it. She 
needed the job didn’t she? That overdraft. Do it then 
She sat down on the side of the bed, as Mr Fontwell 
indicated. And did it. Her hand...Up and 
down...Until... 

It was over. She felt a bit sick but it was over. She 
had earnt her money. Mr Fontwell was getting up, get- 


ting his clothes on. That was it. It wasn't so bad. If 


you didn't think about it 

“That was very nice, Nurse. What a man needs in 
the morning, eh? A nice massage. Now then, 
something for Nurse Parkins. Something every nurse 
needs now and then, and especially of course a new 
one.” 

It was not possible but Mr Fontwell had a cane in 


his hand. He wanted to.. 

Shaking her head frantically. ‘No! I'm not...’ He 
grabbed her arm. ‘Don’t be silly, you all get it. Not 
hard, it won't hurt. But you've got to take it. It’s part 
of the patient's therapy, caning the nurse 

Protesting that she wouldn't, it was ridiculous, but 
he was insisting. And now she had done that other 
thing....‘Come on. Get up on the bed. Kneel up.” 
Somehow she was doing it. Kneeling on the bed where 
minutes before Mr Fontwell had been stretched out and 
she had done that...and thought it was all over. He had 
put a stool at the foot of the bed. She had to lean for- 
ward, put her hands on it. Mr Fontwell was pulling 
up the short skirt. Exposing the black silk knickers that 
you had to wear, that was part of the uniform. He was 
taking them down. Sliding the knickers down off of 
her bottom. She was gasping out words of protest, 
refusal, but at the same time it was happening. She 
wasn't stopping it. She couldn't. The other had hap- 
pened and now this. Part of the job. 

Her knickers were down. Unbelievable but she was 
kneeling on his bed with her skirt up round her waist 
and her knickers down. Her bottom bare. ‘Get right 
down.” Mr Fontwell’s rasping voice. ‘Head down and 
get your knees apart.’ NO! She could see the position, 
what she would be showing, but Mr Fontwell was 


pushing her knees apart. She couldn't...she 
wouldn't...she didn't have to... 

*Arrrgghhh!” 

Oh Jesus. He had hit her. The cane. He said it 


wouldn’t hurt but...her poor bottom. Zinging with fiery 


pain. *Nooo...aiiieehhh!’ Another one. 
*Nooo...aaaiiieeehhh!’ Another one. ‘No! Nooo! You 
can..." 


“Aaaiiieeekkk!” And another. 

“Keep still, Nurse. How can I get my therapy if you 
keep writhing it around like that. Get further on down. 
Hands between your legs. Come on.’ 

“No! No I ca....aaarrranngggh!” 


There was not much traffic on the way back and the 
little car had no trouble finding its way. Mrs Maltby 
was there at the reception desk when Sarah went in 
That quizzical smile again. Of course she knew. She 
had known this morning that Mr Fontwell was going 
to want, what Sarah was going to have to do, to sub- 
mit to, to earn that nice big salary. Sarah knew what 
she was thinking: Now she knows, the greedy little 
thing. Greedy like all the rest of them, now she knows 
the price. She hurried on through. Mr Collins was in, 
with his door open. Waiting for her to get back? 
Because he called Sarah in 

She had thought Mr Collins was so nice. A nice old 
chap, though not that old. Nice like she had thought 
the clients were going to be. Mr Fontwell. Don’t think 
about Mr Fontwell. Mr Collins getting up. That nice 
friendly smile. But he had known, like Mrs Maltby had 
known 

“All right, Sarah? Go all right, did it? Of course he's 
got his little ways, our Mr Fontwell. But all they real- 
ly want is a bit of sympathy and friendliness. Mmmm?" 

Sarah didn't answer. All Mr Fontwell had wanted. 

Mr Collins’s hand slid round her waist. It tighten- 
ed. A sympathetic and companionable gesture. His 
voice soft in her ear. ‘I suppose he...ah..." 

The hand casually dipped down. To Sarah's bottom 
Her caned bottom. Through the thin coat it gently jiggl- 
ed the still smarting cheeks. Sarah trembled. The voice 
in her ear was saying things. As the hand continued 
to jiggle. 
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Mr Canfield will be in shortly.” 

Mrs Jarrett’s business-like voice. 

Meanwhile you can get un- 

d. Take your uniform 

our knickers. You can 

leave the rest on if you wish. 
As long as there is access. 


Mrs Jarrett went out. Closing 
the door. Teresa looked at the 
and took a deep breath 
reminded her of that business 
with Mr Linford. Exept that 
bed had been normally set up. 
with a sloping frame like 
y! Her mind ran over 
1at Mrs Jarrett had said. The 

e words 


at her belt. They all had 
whatever it was. All Proba: 
ners had to come here for 
veeks and whatever Mr 
anfield was going to do must 


have happened to other girls. 
Like that caning yesterday that 
made her feel sick even to think 
about. He wasn't going to cane 
her again? No. Please God not 


another one like that. And Mr There were four other Proba- ing allowed at meals. Or 
Linford...Thinking again of  tioners here — or that was the anywhere else it seemed. After 
those last words of Mrs Jarrett. number that appeared for sup- supper (not very nice stew) it 
Don't think. Just do what she per yesterday and breakfast had been back to your room, 
said. Get your uniform off. And this morning, with Mrs Jarrett do an hour's study of the Nur- 
knickers. Don't give him any sitting at the head of the table. sing Manual and then get into 
excuse. You had to obey But you couldn't find anything bed. ‘You will need plenty of 
instructions. out because there was no talk- sleep,’ Mrs Jarrett had said 


Why? What did you have to 
do? What were they going to 
do to you? Mr Canfield. Mr Lin- 
ford. Anyone else. What was 
Mr Canfield going to do now? 


'eresa had stripped off, as Mrs 
arrett had told her. Down to 
ra, nylons, suspender belt, 
igh heels. She had just taken 
er knickers off when the door 
pened. Her heart began mak- 
g wild bumps. But he didn't 
ave it in his hand. That had 
een her main fear, that cane. 
instead Mr Canfield was carry- 
hg a black leather bag. There 
Was no cane...but what was in 
e bag? 


e was standing, trembling, 
ith her knickers still in her 
and, held in front of her. Mr 
anfield took the knickers, and 
bid her to stand in the corner 
ith her hands on her head. 
lumbly she obeyed. He gave 
er a hard stare, grunted, and 
ent out. Teresa's wide eyes 
bcussed on the black leather 

"Bag left on the floor. 


Mr Canfield was only gone a 
minute and then he was back. 
Right, Nurse, shall we start? 
Get on the bed please 


Kneeling on a pillow with her 
upper body supported against 
the bare metal frame. 'Bend 
ur head right over. Right 
n. Grip as far down as you 

can. And spread your knees 


It was a position reminiscent c 
that required by Mr Linford 
asn't upside-down but 
her legs were 
Mr Canfield open: 
omething. She 
really see. Something 
Shaped like a...? 
Teresa's mouth opened. Mr 
Canfield's precise voice. “Just 
relax, Nurse Joesn't hurt 
f e Relax 
everything.’ She made a 
Nnnggehhh sound. His hands 
S sitive inner 
then... that 


you r 


p relaxed. Legs nice and 


SOLUTION 
WARD 


he short, soft hiss of escaping air 
| broke the awkward silence. The 
chair slowly dropped on its gas 
cylinder as he pushed the control lever, 
the body draped over the seat of the chair 
adopting a less dramatic angle. Another 
hiss, and the cotton-covered bottom 
which formed the rounded apex of the 
triangle sank a little lower, until he was 
satisfied with its position. 

No words were exchanged as the 
owner of that bottom watched him move 
across the room to pick up the thick, 
heavy length of leather, split into three 
flat tails at one end. He slapped it gently 
against his left palm, the noise it made 
startlingly loud. Leaning over the chair, 
he fitted his fingers into the waistband 


passage of her last defence. 

The buttocks were still well-rounded 
despite her angled position lying over the 
high swivel chair, her hands gripping the 
circular foot rail about twelve inches off 
the carpet. She studied the pattern, a lit- 
tle grubby, as she heard him move 
behind: there was a slight whirr as the 
tapes laced themselves round the recor- 
ding heads and started to run. She 
resisted the impulse to tense her muscles, 
suspecting it would only exacerbate the 
imminent discomfort. 

The tawse was laid — invitingly — 
across the soft proffered target. The 
pause after its departure seemed to last 
for minutes. On its return, it announced 
its arrival with a short, sharp, noisy 
*Slaapp' which stimulated a reflex inhala- 
tion from the recipient. The intake of 
breath was followed, as ordered, by the 
pronouncement: ‘ONE!’ A sixty second 
pause followed, as the mark of the 
tawse’s visit became increasingly and 
vividly evident. 

There was no warning of the second 
blow, which struck lower across the 
girl’s fleshy fullness, driving the softness 
up and to each side with its force, the but- 
tocks quivering with the impact before 
assuming their former curvature: 
‘TWO! she yelped. 

Another full minute elapsed, the only 
sound the gentle hum of the video 


recorder and the occasional distant roar 
of a truck passing on the way to the 
quarry. The sun was slanting steeply 
through the venetian blind in the office, 
effect dimmed by the brightness of the 
redhead” television floodlights which il- 
luminated her unwilling predicament. 


The leather wrapped itself eagerly 
round her nether regions once again, the 
sting intensified as it crossed areas it had 
already visited: ‘THREE!’ She gripped 
tightly to the foot bar to stop herself 
reaching round and rubbing the affected 
area, confining herself to a rhythmic con- 


tract...relax...contract of her gluteal 
muscles. 

The regular impact of the fiercely 
stinging leather with her bare buttocks 
continued as the camera’s disinterested 
glass eye dutifully recorded the chang- 
ing hues and physical responses of this 
assault. ‘FOUR!’ ‘FIVE!’ ‘SIX!’ 
‘SEVEN!’ ‘EIGHT!’ ‘NINE!’ ‘TEN!’ 

Both cheeks were numbed by the in- 
cessant impact, the nerve endings clos- 
ing down the system which warned of 
contact with a fast-moving object. It was 
going to keep coming whatever messages 
they sent to the brain. Their owner seem- 
ed oblivious to the problem, or was will- 
ing to submit to the pain for reasons 
unknown. 

Angela remembered how she had first 
come into the world of stinging bottoms 
with Mr Foulger. It was a small display 
ad in the local paper asking for an en- 
thusiastic amateur actress willing to play 
a major role in a documentary film. Lit- 
tle had she realised as the storyline of this 
‘documentary’ was described to her that 
he was expecting her to bare all and suf- 
fer for the sake of realism. The title of 
the film was, surprisingly perhaps, ‘The 
boss: master or megalomaniac?’ 

The interview had been relaxed, 
friendly, and — well, intriguing. No 
specifics had been forthcoming initially, 
but general references to ‘a fantasy se- 
quence’ had been mentioned. She had 
been asked to bring a leotard, and after 
about twenty minutes of talk Dr Foulger 
asked her to change into it so he could 
take some ‘reference’ photographs. 

Angela had then plucked up the 
courage to ask what sort of ‘fantasy’ the 
sequence would contain. 

‘Oh, nothing outrageous: no sex or 
bondage, just a bit of mild corporal 
punishment, like at school..." came the 
reply. She had looked at him, waiting for 
more information. ‘You know, a good 
spanking on the bottom.’ 

‘Corporal punishment?’ 

‘Properly controlled, of course, pro- 
perly controlled: to demonstrate the 
logical extreme extension of the 
master/servant relationship in 
hypothetical terms.’ He paused. ‘It’s a 
fantasy sequence, you see. Nothing 
sordid!” 


“Oh, I see.’ She didn't. ‘How.. 

‘On the old gluteus maximus...your 
bare bottom, my dear...with a special 
strap, or a cane...that sort of thing.” 

‘Ummm...bare?’ he nodded. “Hard?” 

“Oh, not too hard, but we need it to 
be realistic, and you can’t really fake 
these things with make-up and trick 
photography: we're on a very limited 
budget, you see.” 

“Ah, of course.” 

“Well, Miss Walker: I'd be happy to 
offer you the role, if you're interested.” 

“You mentioned a fee?” 

“Ah, yes. That's £50.' 

It didn’t seem like a lot of money, but 
then the experience would be useful, 
Angela told herself, and any money was 
better than none. 

And so it was that Angela found 
herself lying face down over the ad- 
justable height office chair — back 
removed for convenience, as no-one was 
required to sir on it, while Mr Foulger 
applied his directorial and acting exper- 
tise to her bare, and now very sore, 
backside. 


Slaaappp! ‘ELEVEN!’ Slaappp! 
‘TWELVE!’ Slaappp! “THIRTEEN!” 
Slaappp! ‘FOURTEEN!’ Slaappp! 
‘FIFTEEN! 


‘Get up, please.’ The first words he 
had spoken since telling her to bend over 
the chair. She stood and waited, knickers 
still at mid-thigh, while he fiddled with 
the zoom lens to ajust the focus on her 
bruised posterior. The strapping had 
been a severe one, but she'd taken it 
well, and the thought of the £50 in cash 
was sufficient balm to her injured pride 
— and bum. 

Another few minutes of fiddling with 
a still camera to record the effects of the 
thrashing, and it was over. Mr Foulger 
handed over the envelope containing the 
folded fivers, and Angela slipped into her 
dress and top. It had all been — as he 
had said — properly controlled. But it 
had still bloody hurt like hell! 

The girl left as he plugged up the large 
screen TV and pushed the first cassette 
into the U-matic video recorder. The im- 
age was clear, clean, and dramatic. He 
could detect the soft down at the top of 
the division between her full-fleshed 
cheeks, the dusting of fair hair on the 

s, the vivid discolouration as 
ive stroke built its effect on 
the yielding creaminess. 

As her legs scissored after a particular- 
ly painful blow, the soft folds of her sex 
were revealed, the dark curls unable to 
disguise their enticing form. Miss 
Walker was a very attractive young lady, 
and an ideal subject for a documentary. 

The slow motion facility allowed a 
closer analysis of the effect of each 
stroke, as the rounded target appeared to 
be attempting to escape, the flesh forced 
out around the leather as it seemed to 
slice through her fundament. 

The gas-lift chair had been an inspira- 
tion of Jack’s, a close friend for many 


years who shared his penchant for the 
chastisement of young ladies. Jack would 
enjoy these first videos. Three cameras: 
one from the back, one from the side, 
and another — concealed — in the bureau 
in front of the chair, to record the facial 
contortions of the subject. 

Another of the three applicants Mr 
Foulger had seen was an attractive 
blonde girl, full-lipped and pert, whom 
he had seen at the bus-stop on numerous 
occasions. Melanie Moorfield had 
always fancied herself as a bit of a star: 
she was pleasing to look at, and a leading 
light in the local operatic and dramatic 
society. 

An object of lust by a large number of 
the society’s members, the svelte form 
of Miss Moorfield was much appreciated 
when she appeared in a society skit tak- 
ing off the film ‘Fame!’ wearing snug 
shorts and brief top. The shorts served 
only to emphasise her long legs and the 
top that she did not bother with a bra. 

At twenty, Melanie was only too aware 
of her effect on men, and used it to her 
advantage — and hers alone. With no 
long-term attachment, she ran a string of 
young suitors. None of them had ever 
managed a conquest, though there were 
many who claimed to have got over the 
final fence in the race to bed her. 

At the interview, her reaction to the 
‘corporal punishment’ information was 
a short and snapped: “You don’t honest- 
ly think I’m going to let you smack my 
bottom in the cause of some gratuitous 
fantasy scene, do you, Mr Foulger? 1 
mean, it’s indecent!’ She had also refus- 
ed to change into a leotard, but agreed 
to have a full length and head shot 
photograph taken. The tight jeans flat- 
tered her figure to great effect. Hers was 
a bottom, thought Mr Foulger, which 
would benefit more than most from a 
damn good hiding. 

It was something of a surprise, 
therefore, when Melanie Moorfield call- 
ed him at his home to ask if he would 
consider her for his documentary, *pro- 
viding it’s discreetly done.’ 

“Of course, of course,” he smiled, not 
bothering to ask why she had changed 
her mind. 

He was not sure if she would, after all, 
turn up the following Saturday as arrang- 
ed. Jack, down especially for the event, 
had already sunk three large scotches 
when there was a firm knock at the door. 

Mr Foulger stepped to one side as 
Melanie tripped in clutching a case: “You 
did say a nurse’s uniform, Mr Foulger?” 
He nodded. ‘Oh good, my memory's 
terrible if I don't write things down. 1 
brought some sports stuff as well, in case 
you needed to do some different shots. 
You know, shorts, tennis skirt, that sort 
of thing. I borrowed the uniform from 
a friend of mine: she’s got to have it back 
tomorrow, though.” 

“Ah, good, good.” 

After introducing Jack (‘a professional 
colleague specialising in visual effects’), 


he asked her to change into shorts and 
top so that he could see if they were 
suitable. ‘Then we'll pop over to the 
location: it’s only a mile or so.” 

‘Oh. Location! That sounds 
glamorous!’ Melanie sounded genuine- 
ly excited. 

Melanie, as was her custom, did not 
bother with a brassiere, as both men ap- 
preciated when she entered the room. 

“Right, just stand by the window, 
would you?’ The tanned legs carried her 
across the room as both mens’ eyes were 
fixed on the tautness of the shorts cover- 
ing her twin half-moons. 

‘Facing you?’ 

‘No, face the window...now turn 90 
degrees left...now bend over.” 

‘Touch my toes?’ Melanie giggled 
nervously. 

‘If you wish.” 

‘Is this how I'll be whacked in the 
scene?’ 

“Not absolutely decided yet. We must 
get going: don’t bother changing.” 

The old isolation hospital was an ideal 
location, the afternoon sun providing 
adequate natural light, except in the cor- 
ridors where redhead TV lights had been 
rigged in strategic doorways and behind 
glass panels through to the old wards. 

“When did they last use this place?” 
Melanie asked nervously, ‘We're not go- 
ing to catch anything I hope!’ 

‘Hasn't been used for three years, and 
the environmental health people cleared 
it ages ago. Now, you didn't bring a 
leotard with you, did you Melanie?" 

“Yes, I think I did." 

‘Slip it on, would you?’ 

“Where can I...?° 

“Change? Oh, through there,’ pointed 
Jack. 

“Why don't we see if she'll do the cor- 
ridor bit?” hissed Jack as Melanie shut 
the door. “You know, the tracking shot 
we talked about?” 

‘T'I ask her: worth a try!” 

The leotard clung enticingly to every 
curve of her tantalising form, the full 
cheeks atop the firm thighs fighting to 
escape from the fabric, a thick wedge of 
bare flesh below the constricting elastic. 

“Just walk down the corridor, please 
Melanie,’ asked Mr Foulger, ‘down to 
the end and back again: I want to check 
a shot.” 

The bouncing softness of the girl's 
rump as it quivered away down the long 
pale cream corridor was a sight which 
brought a ready smile to both men’s 
faces. 

Her short fair hair caught the sun as 
she walked slowly back towards them, 
breasts bouncing in perfect complement 
to buttocks. She smiled eagerly. Mr 
Foulger launched into his explanation: 
“We need to do a long-shot of the girl 
walking down the corridor, as seen by 
the consultant in the documentary. He's 
fantasising about removing her clothes as 
she walks down the corridor, because he 
wants to dominate her, and punish her 
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for imaginary offences.’ 

‘Very Freudian!’ chuckled Melanie. 

‘So I'd like you to start walking in the 
nurse's uniform, then you can ‘freeze’ 
while we change clothes before continu- 
ing the shot. OK? You can wear the 
leotard under the shorts and top, under 
the uniform. OK?” 

“Well...” 

‘It’s shot from behind, so there's no 
problem...’ explained Jack, omitting to 
mention the second video camera already 
set up and running in a ward at the far 
end of the corridor. 

They busied themselves as the girl 
changed. The sun was perfect for the shot 
now, and Mr Foulger hurried her along: 
“Lights perfect, Melanie: we need to get 
going...” 

‘Coming...’ She stepped out, the red 
belt and red cross on the cap in startling 
contrast to the pristine white of the 
uniform. Mr Foulger explained the shot 
once more before she started off down 
the corridor: ‘Freeze!’ he shouted. 

Jack trotted after her, and with a mut- 
tered ‘Excuse me’ unbuttoned the 
uniform and slipped it off, removed her 
hat, and gently pulled off shoes and 
tights, his hand brushing the warm soft- 
ness of her thighs. Melanie carefully 
maintained her position, placing her now 
bare feet on the cool stone. 

‘Action!’ yelled Mr Foulger, and she 
took another few steps in shorts and top 
before he told her to freeze again. Jack 
moved in and swiftly peeled off shorts 
and top to reveal the clinging leotard, the 
fabric seemingly bonded to the twin pro- 
tuberances of that well-padded bottom. 

Melanie started walking again on the 
command, until he shouted ‘Freeze! 
Melanie, a pity that leotard isn’t one of 
those high-cut skimpy ones, as...well, 
we need more flesh,’ Mr Foulger ex- 
plained lamely. Jack was there in an in- 
stant: ‘We can ease the rear end up quite 
a bit, can't we Melanie? I think that'll 
do the trick.” 

‘I guess so,” she agreed, and Jack knelt 
down behind her. The adjustment was an 
enticing one, necessitating fitting his 
fingers into the leotard at the division bet- 
ween her legs — that warm, now slight- 
ly damp, division — and pulled the fabric 
up taut between the full, heavy cheeks 
to expose them almost entirely. He work- 
ed his hands a second time up the smooth 
warmness of her buttocks to fit the 
leotard more evenly into the deep crease 
between them. 

He allowed himself an affectionate, 
flesh-quivering slap on the right pale orb 
as he bobbed out of shot and the call 
‘Action!’ came again. Melanie was now 
half way down the corridor, and Mr 
Foulger, delighted with the way things 
were going, stopped her and briskly 
strode down to speak quietly as Jack 
hovered out of earshot. 

Passing Jack on the way back to the 
camera, he smiled: ‘Leotard off now, 
please Jack, for the final shot.’ Jack 
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goggled unbelievingly, mouthing ‘Off?’ 
to Mr Foulger’s curt nod. All this unseen 
by Melanie, still facing down the cor- 
ridor over thirty feet away. He needed 
no second bidding, as he faced her and 
pulled the garment off her shoulders and 
down past the firm bust to her waist. On- 
wards and downwards, the puff of hair 
revealed, his hands tugging the tight 
fabric from between her backside, his 
face close to her pubic triangle as she 
stepped carefully out to allow him to pick 
the leotard up. 

Stark bollock naked, he thought to 
himself as he grinned widely at his friend 
behind the camera: and the whacking still 
to come! 

Back in the uniform, Melanie was 
making light of her first nude scene, and 
giggled: ‘Time for a good old-fashioned 
bum whacking now, is it?’ 

*That's right,’ Jack smiled, and nodd- 
ed to Mr Foulger who had just come in- 
to the small ward, carrying a long slender 
cane. 

“Christ, is that the cane you're going 
to use?’ asked Melanie anxiously. 

‘Traditional school punishment imple- 
ment: very effective,’ confirmed Mr 
Foulger. 

‘Not too effective, I hope,’ Melanie 
responded. 

Jack wheeled the bed across the che- 
quered floor in front of the girl, and in- 
dicated that she was to kneel on it. 

‘This the hospital version of the whip- 
ping block?’ she quipped, her voice more 
than a little nervous as she took her posi- 
tion. Jack fiddled with her skirt, white 
knickers exposed, tan stockings em- 
phasising the paler flesh above them. The 
faint sheen of dampness on her thighs at 
the curve of her cheeks where they div- 
ed for the protection of her crotch. 

‘Right, lie over the bed, on your tum- 
my, Melanie,’ ordered Mr Foulger, 
resting the cane on the table by the jug 
where she could see it. ‘This bit will 
hurt, I’m afraid,’ he said with no trace 
of irony. Muscular yet soft, the twin 
cheeks invited chastisement in that posi- 
tion. And this young lady warranted it. 

“You're going to get twelve strokes, 
Melanie,’ Mr Foulgar intoned slowly, 
“And I want you to count each one out 
loud when you receive it. All right?” 

‘Just not too hard, Mr Foulger: I've 
never even been spanked before.” 

In her submissive posture over the bed, 
Melanie tensed her bottom in readiness 
for the onslaught. She felt Jack’s fingers 
at the waistband of her knickers, and shut 
her eyes as the pale target was presented. 

Jack retired to the next room to watch 
the whole thing unfold on TV. It would 
have made peak viewing, and the mo- 
ment when Melanie pushed herself up off 
the bed to rub feverishly at her wound- 
ed backside was one they would both 
savour for some time to come. 

The envelope contained just £50. As 
they agreed with one another afterwards: 
“Outstanding value for money!’ 
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6 hats your schedule this 
week?” Julie asked. “We've 
got to play that squash game 


remember. Tomorrow lunchtime?’ 

Arlene shook her head. ‘No, not 
tomorrow. I’m sure not tomorrow. I’ve 
got therapy visits morning and afternoon. 

Blonde Julie made a face. ‘Lucky you. 
Those therapy visits can really sort you 
out. Well I can’t make Wednesday or 
Thursday myself. Oh well. What about 
your visits? Do you know anything about 
them? 

Arlene said, “Yes. Worse luck. 

Yes; she had been told at the end of last 
week. You couldn't refuse of course, they 
were part of a nurse's duty. The enlighten- 
ed modern view. Emotional therapy. 
Nothing to do with thermometers and 
physical ailments or injuries. Well, a 
therapy patient might want you to put a 
thermometer in his mouth but he 
wouldn't have a temperature, it would be 
make believe, and he would probably be 
playing with your bare boobs as you did 
it. Emotional therapy. Catering for their 
fantasies. Modern medicine had decided 
that this was as important as healing a 
broken leg. Keep them emotionally 
healthy. Men of course. 

Arlene had grimaced when she was 
told. Matron had smiled. ‘It’s the modern 
view, dear. And we can’t argue with that, 


can we?’ There was a visit to a man’s 
house in the morning and in the afternoon 
there were two men. They wanted a nurse 
to go ona picnic with them. That should 
be nice, Matron said. ‘A nice picnic. You 
wear your normal uniform for that. The 
morning one, he’s got his own uniform.’ 

She had showed Arlene what the man 
wanted her to wear. His own uniform. 
Arlene had taken a deep breath. ‘Matron, 
why me? Can't someone else? I’ve done 
two therapies this week. 

‘They've asked for you.’ Matron said. 
‘It’s the penalty for being so attractive, 
isn't it? And wouldn't you rather be go- 
ing out than doing ward duty? I’m sure 
some girls would. Arlene said, 

Not this. ‘No I bloody wouldn't. 

There was a book that they could see 
and make a choice from. Nurses' details, 
including a photo. Wearing the proper 
uniform of course, not some of those 
awful outfits therapy patients could think 
up. With a nice winning smile on your 
face and your chest stuck out. On instruc- 
tions. Naturally certain nurses in the 
book, certain photographs, got picked 
very frequently. 

Oh Christ. She hated therapy visits. 
They weren't all bad of course, some 
were men simply wanting a chat and a 
bit of sympathy. But some of the 
others...This one tomorrow morning was 


39 


certainly going to be in that category. I 
had to be, with the uniform he had 
produced. 

Mr Prinstead. Matron had to go more 
or less in that direction and she could give 
Arleng.a lift. She would have to get a bus 
back. After that there would be these 
other two. Picking her up for the after- 
noon. What were they going to be like? 
But first of all Mr Prinstead. She had her 
proper uniform on, under her coat. Mr 
Prinstead’s awful uniform was in a bag. 
Arlene pictured the separate items. 
Herself wearing them. Just those items. 
And then...what? 

Putting it on in his bathroom. Taking 
her own uniform off and putting on these 
‚other things, out of her bag. Mr Prinstead 
downstairs, in the lounge. Call me when 
you're ready, he had said. And pointed 
Arlene to the stairs with a familiar pinch 
to her bottom. He was just an ordinary 
looking man, fortyish, his grinning face 
anticipating his little fantasy. His hand 
reaching for her bottom, the live flesh, 
to assure himself that this was a real live 
fantasy that he could act out. Courtesy of 
his health insurance policy. 

An apron was the main item. A little 
starched white apron reaching to mid- 
thigh and with a narrow halter above the 
waist. Narrow enough that Arlene's 
boobs stuck out on either side. Boobs that 
were quite bare, for Mr Prinstead's 
idealised nurse had no other garment 
above her waist except the apron top. 
Unless you counted the elasticated cuffs 
that had to be worn on her upper arms. 
And of course the cap. A white nurse's 
cap with a red cross on the front, possibly 
taken from a child's nurse's outfit. 

Below the waist? Well, there was the 
little apron in front. Black nylon stock- 
ings held by pencil-thin straps of a black 
suspender belt. Black nylon bikini 
Knickers, a brief triangle back and front 
joined on the hips by wide lacy sections. 
High-heeled pumps. And that was it. 

Arlene looked in the mirror. She had 
had these things since Friday, thinking 
about them but not putting them on, not 
until she had to. She looked at her pink- 
nippled boobs sticking out on either side 
of the halter. Yes, it was how she had im- 
agined it all right. Mr Prinstead's dream 
nurse no doubt. She looked away. She had 
to tell him she was ready. For what? 
Whatever it was you were supposed to 
smile and be co-operative and let it hap- 
pen. That was therapy. Let Mr Prinstead 
work out his fantasies and then he 
wouldn't have any hang-ups or emotional 
problems. All part of modern private 
nursing. 

He came in, eyes gleaming. A child 
presented with a marvellous new toy. 
“Lovely; he breathed. “Really lovely. 
What d'you think, Nurse? And what love- 
ly tits you’ve got? 

Dont flinch, don't push him away. He 
was allowed to touch. Fondle. Therapy. 


His hands cupping her bare boobs. Give 
him a nice sweet smile. If this was all he 
wanted you didn't have a lot to worry 
about. Not really. Because it could get a 
lot worse than having your tits played 
with. Or your bum. One hand had reach- 
ed round to Arlene's unprotected rear. To 
that brief little black triangle and the 
rounded flesh at either side which it did 
not contain. Don’t flinch. Let him do it. 
That was what you were taught at therapy 
training school. 

The fingers playfully snapped the 
bikini’s elastic top against soft flesh. 
“Shall we have them off then, Nurse? 
Give you a smack bottom?” 

Arlene forced another smile. It was 
best to say as little as possible. If he was 
going to do it he would do it. And if he 
was going to do anything else he would 
do that too. 

“Young nurses need their bottoms 
smacked. At regular intervals. It keeps 
them up to the mark. Have you had it 
recently, Nur: 

She said yes, last week. Twice. That 
wasn't true, Arlene had had her bottom 
smacked once last week. And it wasn't 
going to help anyway. If he was talking 
about smacking her bottom he intended 
to do it. Even if she'd had it twenty times 
last week. 

Yes. This was correct. Mr Prinstead sat 
down on the bathroom stool, and pro- 
ceeded to pull Arlene across his lap. He 
was sure she needed another one, he said. 
The more smacked bottoms a nurse had 
the better she was going to be. More 
disciplined. More responsive. As he was 
saying this he was getting Arlene's bum 
nicely placed across his trousered thighs. 
Her head down near the floor and those 
high-heeled pumps up in the air. The 
spanking commenced. Smack!... 
Splatt!... Slrapp!... The hard open palm 
of his hand stinging down. Gasps and 
grunts. Unavoidable writhings, of hips 
and bottom especially. Flailing of legs. 
Try not to cry out, that could sometimes 
only make it wors 

After a bit the bikini pants were strip- 
ped down. The triangle of flesh was 
revealed as red-pink as the already expos- 
ed areas of Arlene's rear, and the backs 
of those squirming thighs. The spanking 
went on, Mr Prinstead himself now mak- 
ing little grunts and gasps, with the hard 
physical effort of what he was doing. His 
therapy. 

Mr Prinstead's therapy. Enduring it, 
jerking and squirming and making those 
*Ooof' and ‘Ahhh’ sounds, Arlene's mind 
was not entirely on what was happening. 
For there was the thought of what further 
therapy could possibly be required after- 
wards. Some therapy patients were con- 
tent with a spanking. Some might even 
be content with sitting you on their lap 
and taking your boobs out and playing 
with them. For others, though, a spank- 
ing would merely be a preliminary to 


‘ther forms of activity. Forms that were 
even les welcome than a hard spanking 
but which nonetheless you had to agree 
to. Was Mr Prinsead. 7 


Waiting or the bus. Mr Prinstead had 
offered to drive her back but Arlene had 
declined. She had seen enough of Mr 
Printed, Had enough of him. Politely 
thanking hm, natural, What had been 
done had. been all allowed. In the 
bathroom and then afterwards, in his 
bedroom. There had been nothing that 
wasn't allowed on a therapy visit How 
Arlene had el about i didnt mater of 
course. "Be co-operative and helpful 
there no need get emotionally ioh. 
ed. Indeed lis better not 1: That was 
Shat you were oda training school, "Be 
‘co-operative and receptive. Do your best 
to help the patient achieve an orgasm if 
he wishes o engage in sexual inter- 
course” Mr Prinsead had achieved an 
orgasm. He had achieved two. So Arlene 
ould count her visit a success, But all 
She wanted was to get away from Mr 
Printed as soon as possible, and Torget 
it. Not that you could forget something 
Tike that. AN part of a private nurse's 
dutjes, thut was what you had to tell 
yours, Like taking his temperature or 
‘hanging his bed. She had td to tell 
hese that on the bed, with Mr Prinstead 
on top of her. Doing it. Gening his 
therapy treatment. 

The bus eventually came and picked 
her up, Arlene had her proper unilorm 
on again, with her light Goat on top. Mr 
Prinstea’ special uniform had remain 
ed at his house, "Leave it here; he had 
Sid. "T think Fm going to ask for you 
‘gai, young lady You're very good. Tm 
Boing o send in a firsciss report. So 
Teave the uniform here for your net visit. 

Getting on the bus Arlene tried to 
forget that oo, the fact that Mr Prinstead 
was going o request her services next 
Weck. She should be pleased, gratified. 
That vas what they tod you in training 
schoot. "Ifa patient wants you again right 
vay that clearly means you have done 
a good ob; Arlene on the bus tried 10 
forget she had done such a good job 
There vas anyway his other therapy vi 
right away. This afternoon. Being col. 
Tested at 2 o'clock by these other two. for 
a pienie, 

Mir Harkings and Mr Biddlecombe, 
They were both very much like Mr 
Prinstcad as it turned out: ordinary 
respectable cizens a Similar ae, or 
Hy. Solid law-abiding citizens, pillars 
SF the community no doubt, who had 
decided they were in need of a Ile 
therapy of the sort that their expensive 
health insurances now entitled them to 
the insurance company subscribing ful 
1y 10 the modern medical notion that 
‘Therapy for men over forty was good for 
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them, and the healthier the customers 
were, the less there was to be paid out 
in insurance claims. They picked Arlene 
up and drove her out to a pleasant, 
secluded spot in the country. It was a 
lovely sunny afternoon, ideal for a picnic. 

‘A lovely afternoon, Nurse. I should 
take that uniform off” Mr Harkings. ‘Oh 
yes, agreed the other one. ‘Everything in 
fact. 

But Mr Harkings thought Arlene 
should keep on her nylons and suspender 
belt. That was agreed. Arlene should 
strip down to nylons and suspender belt, 
then lie down on the picnic blanket. She 
did this of course, without arguing. It was 
what she was here for: to provide diver- 
sion and stimulation for these two men. 
To co-operate in whatever they wanted. 
There was naturally a good chance that 
one or both were going to want what Mr 
Prinstead had wanted in the morning. If 
they did Arlene could only agree. 

‘Lovely!’ exclaimed Mr Biddlecombe 
when Arlene had stripped down and was 
half lying on the blanket. ‘What a lovely 
figure!’ He turned to his friend. “Well, 
what should we start with, Roger? A spot 
of fun or a bite to eat? 

Mr Harkings said, ‘Why don't we 
smack her bum for starters.’ 


* * * 


With Julie busy on Wednesday and 
Thursday lunchtimes (Thursday involv- 
ing a therapy visit) Julie and Arlene had 
tentatively planned to have their squash 
game on Friday. But then on Thursday 
afternoon Matron called Arlene into her 
office again. Arlene guessed what it 
would be, and it was — for tomorrow, the 
Friday. In the morning, so she would have 
no free time at lunchtime. 

‘I don't really know why you make that 
face; Matron told her. ‘I’m sure if we'd 
had this sort of thing when I was younger 
I should have been quite keen. Such a 
nice break from hospital routine.” 
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NURSES 


urses always excite a lot of male 
INEA They are angels of mer- 
ey but also very much sexual ob- 

jects: nubile young women, innocent 
seeming and yet with their knowledge of 
things medical; the human body and its 
workings including obviously the 
mechanics of sex. In lectures they have 
described to them full details of the 
aroused male member without a blush 
appearing on those delicious cool cheeks. 
And of course they are in uniform: that 
demure starched white dress or blouse 
and skirt, with the broad belt tight around 
the slim waist; the dark nylon stockings 
(the ardent admirer can always tell 
himself they are stockings even if they 
may be tights); sensible flat, soft-soled 


shoes which perhaps emphasise her prac- 
tical nature (she wil know what to do, 
in even the most exotic fantasy: "Yes of 
course Mr Smith’); while a the same 
time there is that rather silly. impractical 
cap which may be taken as evidence that 
She has to submit to authority in ai 
ly cap wien she can't enjoy wearing). 
So there se immedi thought that she 
an be made 10 submit to her admirer, 
(CT dont care about Marron, Nurse 
Wilkins, I said take your knickers off and 
give them to me. Now.) 

Yes, nurses certainly command a 
special place in the lists of men who love 
Women in uniform. Derek 5. for in 
Stance. Derek, 47, who worked in a 
Bank said he adored all piris and women 
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in uniform but nurses came out top. His 
imerest had started in his ate teens when 
he broke his leg and had to go into 
hospital: It was an impressionable age of 
Course and suddenly being surrounded by 
all hose stunning creatures had his head 
Spinning und his generative organ in 

"here was one in particular who got 
him going: Maureen, a young, sweet 
faced curly-haired brunette, smiling and 
friendly. who was normally on his war 
Im those days of course the nurses were 
wearing stockings and Derek, ike no 
doube all the others in the ward, would 
be constantly on the look-out for stock 
ing tops and that glimpse of bare thigh 
which as the mires went about their 
duties- bending over beds et — would 


frequently be revealed under the short 
starched. skirts. Derek looked up 
Maureen's skirt as much as any of the 
other nurses” bute felt a special pang 
fhe did so. And he also eht a pang 
Knowing that the others im the ward 
men mostly — looked up Maureen's skirt 
too, Derek was definitely smiten: her 
looks, her bsy in that sexy uniform and 
besides, he felt she had a special smile 
for him alone 

Then one night when he was lying 
wale im the silem ward he saw Maureen 
Some over to the bed next to his. The oe. 
Cupane, a young man who had only ar 
Fived the day before, war evidently 
Awake as well and Derek could hear a 
Jow. indistinct conversation as Maureen 


stood at the side of the bed. He felt a stab 
of jealousy recalling that she had shown 
some seeming interest in the new arrival, 
Colin. The low talk stopped and there 
were other sounds: sort of gasps from 
Maureen. Derek could see quite clearly 
now in the half light: Maureen with her 
legs slightly apart and her hips working. 
Colin had his hand up her skirt, had his 
hand on her pussy. He was masturbating 
her — and Maureen was letting him do it. 

The full realisation that this was what 
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Colin was doing actually came a bit later, 
Derek's mind refusing to believe such a 
horrendous thing at the time. But the next 
night it happened again and he more or 
less had to believe it — and then in fact 
Colin told him. That Maureen didn’t 
wear any knickers on the night shift, and 
she came over to his, Colin's, bed and 
let him ‘wank her off. 

Poor Derek was devastated. Sweet 
Maureen, his heart-throb, who continued 
to smile at him with those big brown eyes 


and joke — while she was letting Colin 
do that! It might of course have turned 
him off nurses — and all women — for 
life, but it didn’t. What it did was to turn 
them (nurses) into impossible dream 
women: even more attractive and free 
with their favours when they wanted to 
be, but not to Derek. That became the 
supreme turn-on thought: the impossibly 
attractive nurse who would submit to 
other men but not to Derek. What he 
should have done in that ward of course 


was to call Maureen over and then slide 
his own hand up her skirt. Very likely 
she would have allowed it. But an inex- 
perienced youth doesn't know that. He 
watches, and suffers — and no doubt 
guiltily masturbates. 

Derek had married but not a nurse. He 
had had girl friends who were nurses 
though and with them his relationship 
was mostly of a masochistic sort in line 
with his fantasies. He didn't want to 
screw the girlfriend but liked to be kept 
on tenterhooks as it were. A lifted 
uniform skirt to reveal stocking tops and 
perhaps knickers for instance; maybe 
even allowed to slide his hand up there 
while his lady friend gave a prim, 
reproving look. That sort of thing sent 
shivers of excitement through him. 

Derek’s tendencies were certainly not 
unique. Uniforms in general, with their 
overtones of control, can frequently 
bring out the masochistic side although 
perhaps this is more commonly seen 
when the admired sex-object is in a 
military-type uniform. More commonly 
the attraction of a nurse is the male domi- 
nant one: the sweet young nurse, who as 
such is a kind of servant and thus intend- 
ed to do someone’s bidding, can be 
dominated in some way. She can be 
screwed, that archetypal form of male 
domination, or alternatively she can be 
beaten, cane or strap etc. Beating of 
course has very strong sexual overtones. 
Or equaily she may be made to perform 
some humiliating exercise, parading 
around in her uniform in some manner. 
All of this is pure male domination which 
men may either merely fantasise about 
or wish to carry out 

Are nurses aware of these strong 
desires they evoke in the male? Many 
certainly are, for it would seem that a lot 
of nurses do come up against the fact of 
this sort of thing. Men wishing to take 
them out for the purpose of screwing 
them, or to give them a taste of the cane. 
Of course this can be true for any girl 
but these more basic aspects are perhaps 
not so near the surface. One nurse I talk- 
ed to, Karen D., A pretty redhead of 24, 
said it was a commonly accepted fact 
among nurses that men liked to take them 
out and screw them largely because of 
the uniform. New nurses were told of 
this fact of life as it were and of course 
reacted in different ways. Some in 
disbelief, or shock, but others, perhaps 
with a knowing smile, evidently did not 
find the idea too dreadful 

Perhaps 1 should refer, in passing at 
least, to the commonly held belief that 
nurses will engage in sexual intercourse 
with virtually any doctor who asks them. 
I believe there may be a large degree of 
truth in this. Again it is the element of 
control and discipline coming out: nurses 
are taught to follow unhesitatingly a doc- 
tor’s advice and instruction. There is also 
the frequent strong hope, amongst un- 
married nurses at least, of marrying a 
doctor. He-is a glamour figure, to them 


and to married nurses as well. So with 
these various factors, if the doctor's in- 
struction is not ‘Let me see the record, 
Nurse Greenley” but “Why don’t you slip 
your knickers down?’ the response is 
usually the same: she does it. 

One aspect of this situation is the mat- 
ter of foreign doctors. Without being in 
any way racist one can say that many of 
them eagerly take advantage of their 
position to have intercourse as often as 
possible with English girls and young 
women. A nurse may well be less happy 
about having sex with an African or 
Asian doctor than with an English one. 
There is the thought of that dark sperm 
inside her and, even with a sexually 
educated nurse, the illogical fear that 
somehow it may remain there, dormant 
but potent, to show up in any subsequent 
offspring she may have. Ridiculous, you 
may say, but I have had an otherwise 
sensible young married nurse, who had 
been having intercourse at the hospital 
with an African doctor, voice this very 
fear to me. 

But many nurses are reluctant to say 
no. A doctor is a doctor, a figure of 
authority, and he may also accuse her of 
being racist if she refuses. So she agrees 
— and perhaps hopes it will be only that 
o and hopes also that he will not tell 
his friends and colleagues or they too will 
be after her. Both these hopes are fre- 
quently in vain I should imagine. 

What about nurses training colleges 
and hospitals? Those stories that we see 
(in Blushes for instance) of the cane or 
in use. Can they have any basis 


The stock answer that one gets is of 
course no. No properly accredited in- 
stitution would countenance such 
disciplinary measures, especially 
nowadays. I was told this by, for one, 
a 40ish Matron who became quite pink 
as she answered that it was impossible, 
unthinkable. Yes, I said, but wouldn't it 
be possible for an individual doctor or 
instructor to do it, in lieu of some other 
punishment? She went even redder in the 
face and reiterated ‘Of course not!’ But 
there was a tremor in her voice and she 
seemed embarrassed. I was immediate- 
ly suspicious — one develops a sort of 
sixth sense after a certain amount of in- 
terviewing. I guessed that she had been 
caned herself — or something similar. 

It turned out to be true, although it took 
some persuasive questioning to dig it out 
Suzanne T., now a fully fledged Matron 
at a nurses training hospital, had been 
caned as a young nurse, at the age of 19. 
How delectable! For she was still an at- 
tractive woman with an excellent ripe but 
firm bottom under her crisp blue skirt. 
She didn’t want to talk about the details 
(not surprisingly!) but now I had the 
main fact out of her she didn’t have a lot 
of choice. (I suggested it might be amus- 
ing if her young nurses heard about her 
experience!) 

It had been an unofficial caning of 
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course, which I imagine is the case with 
almost all of them. It was something to 
do with the drugs cabinet — being false- 
ly accused according to Suzanne, but I 
can't vouch for that. In any event she 
agreed to a caning from the doctor who 
had apprehended her or set her up or 
whatever it was. (An Indian doctor in- 
cidentally). Giving her a sharp look I said 
I was surprised he hadn't wanted inter- 
course, wasn't that the usual thing? 
Suzanne squirmed at this and looked 
decidedly agitated as she nonetheless 
shook her head. It occurred to me that 
perhaps it had been intercourse together 
with the caning. But I didn’t press this. 
I asked her to describe the caning. 

It had been in his flat. He had made 
her strip down to suspender belt, stock- 
ings and shoes and then bent her over the 
arm of an easy chair for the caning. Six 
real stingers across her bare bottom. And 
that wasn't all for he had made her sub- 
mit to the same thing on two further oc- 
casions. Not nice at all apparently. At 
this point I did question Suzanne further 
about my other suspicion: that the doc- 
tor had screwed her as well. She finally 
admitted that he had and had made things 
worse by refusing to use any protection, 
insisting on the full satisfaction of flesh 
against flesh. Suzanne herself was not at 
that time into using contraceptives 
(although she was nota virgin) so she had 
spent some very fraught weeks im- 
mediately afterwards. 

Had she been caned on any subsequent 
occasion in her career? She gave me a 
sharp ‘NO! I didn’t press her on it, but 
I did point out that what had happened 
to her with the Indian doctor could ob- 
viously happen to other nurses, then and 
now. Suzanne didn't deny it. I also ask- 
ed her about the sex aspect, i.e. did 
nurses generally submit sexually to doc- 
tors as many people thought. Again, and 
flushing again, she didn’t deny it, only 
saying that perhaps some did and others 
didn't. 


One nurse I spoke to was Beth R., 27 
and blonde. She said that at her training 
college a lot of the student nurses had 
been caned including it seemed virtually 
all the best-looking ones. A couple of the 
senior instructors were doing it and most 
people knew although it certainly wasn't 
officially acknowledged. No one com- 
plained for fear of not passing the course 
or getting a black mark against their 
name. 

Beth herself had been caned by both 
men and had accepted it like all the 
others. She had not committed any 
serious offence but the two men had 
simply picked on very minor matters as 
an excuse. One of them had jokingly said 
it was ‘part of the course”. Skirt up and 
tights and knickers down and a whippy 
cane across Beth's bare bottom. The 
other one had actually made her wear 
stockings and a suspender belt instead of 
tights when she came to his room for it, 
so that no attempt had been made to hide 
the fact that it was being done merely for 
his pleasure. 

Beth said she hadn't come across 
anyone being caned subsequent to the 
training course but she accepted that it 
could happen, on the quiet. What about 
sex? was my question then. With doc- 
tors. Or indeed relationships with pa- 
tients or other men. 

Beth had a regular boyfriend and so 
was unwilling to admit that she got in- 
volved in anything like that. Other nurses 
then? Oh well, she was prepared to agree 
that other nurses might. Yes, quite a 
number of them probably did. Some girls 
felt they had to if a doctor wanted it. 
Doctors were very important people in 
hospitals of course and if they wanted to 
be awkward, to have a word with 
Matron...Married ones as well, I asked. 
Beth said yes, some of them certainly. 
What about foreign doctors? Heatedly 
she said that foreign doctors were always 
the worst. A lot of them acted as if nurses 
were there simply to have sex with. And 


most Matrons weren't any help, they 
wouldn't do anything about a complaint. 
So a girl usually had to agree to it. 

This brought me back to Beth herself. 
If this was the situation how was she 
herself avoiding it? This time Beth was 
reluctantly prepared to admit that she 
couldn't, not entirely. I then learnt that 
she was currently having regular sexual 
intercourse with two doctors, both from 
Asian countries and both, she claimed, 
very much against her will. As for fre- 
quency, when she was on night duty it 
could be most nights, sometimes both 
men in one night. In spite of Beth’s claim 
that it was always against her will, she 
admitted that both men could bring her 
to orgasm. Didn't that mean she enjoyed 
it, then? She said no, it was merely a 

physical thing, and a matter of technique. 
Finally she admitted that she did enjoy 
it, while it was actually happening. Beth 
was very concerned that her boyfriend 
was somehow going to find out what she 
was doing. What would she do then? 

I have been discussing nurses in the 
public domain as it were, the NHS, but 
that is only one side of the nursing pro- 
fession. There are also the various large 
private medical organisations and in ad- 
dition many nurses may be employed in 
a range of other situations, e.g. Health 
and Beauty Farms, private employment, 
ete. 

Private employment is of especial in- 
terest because here we may well have the 
situation where an individual is hiring a 
nurse essentially as a sex-toy. A man 
who is keen on nurses can thus, if he can 
afford it, have one of his own. Nurses 
agencies accept that this happens, and not 
infrequently, but it is no concern of 
theirs. The nurse is a free agent and does 
not have to agree to anything she doesn’t 
want to. 

That is the line that is taken but it 
glosses over the fact that she will have 
to sign a contract, so it will not be easy 
to decide she doesn't like what she is ex- 
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pected to do (or submit to) and leave on 
the spot. She may be threatened with 
legal action. The attraction of course is 
the money. Nurses in private agency 
employment get paid considerably higher 
sums than their counterparts in the NHS, 
or even those employed by the private 
medical organisations. The gentlemen we 
are talking about who fancy having a 
pretty young nurse in their private 
residence can afford to pay well for their 
pleasures and are prepared to do so. 

Many nurses are therefore attracted to 
agency work, either after a spell in the 
NHS or straight from college. Some have 
an idea of what they may be getting into 
while others, especially the latter, do not 
What they can be getting into can be as 
wide as men's fantasises about nurses 
because we have here the situation where 
a man can act out his fantasies. Anything 
goes. Or almost anything. Jeanette whom 
I spoke to was perhaps a typical exam- 
ple. She had got on the books of an agen- 
cy straight from college and had been 
with them for nine months. She was a 
pretty, very shapely blonde, clearly the 
sort of girl wanted in the more off-beat 
private practice situations. She had been 
shocked by some of the requirements at 
first and wanted to get out as soon as 
possible, but she hadn't. The money was 
too attractive. 

One client, Mr X., she had been with 
now for six months. Mr X. was 60ish, 
a retired businessman living with his 
wife. He didn't have anything wrong 
with him but Jeanette nonetheless went 
to his house every afternoon when he was 


home, wearing hr nurses uniform under 
her cat With her uniform she wore dark. 
nylons and a suspender belt ("Thy all 
‘rant that.” Jeanette said) and also, for 
Mr X. no knickers. Her duties moly 
cd making tea for Mr X. (and standing 
at his side while he drank it and also 
Stroked her bare bottom and thighs) but 
in particular going in the bathroom with 
him and, after he had had his bath siv 
ing hima massage on a massage table he 
had in there. The massage was full body 
but finished up with Mr X's penis. He 
ad to be masturbated to orgasm. 


Sometimes the orgasm did not come 
very readily. but Jeanette had to work at 
Dan 

Mr X's wife did not apparently object 
to Jean's presence and minisiranions, 
which she seemed to be aware of. At 
Teast at home in he bathroom she knew 
where he was. Jeanette's visit were ex 
plained 1 thers by the claim that Mr X 
had a bad back which needed 
manipulating. 

Teanete had had clients who wanted 1 
cane her and she had had one who 
Santed her 10 whip him. And there were 


of course those who wanted sex. She was 
more coy about thar but T pathered it had 
taken piace, There were also men who 
wanted her to get in bed with them 
‘without sex taking place a young nanny 
figure presumably. Others wanted her 0 
pose for revealing, ie. no knickers, 
Kamera shots. but she wasn't Keen on 
that But all of this she was in general 
ready to accept. It was better than being 
paid slave wages on the NHS, she said. 
She was filling need, she was helping 
humanity. Wasn't that what a nurse was 
supposed o do? 
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ear Sir, 

Do you think, if it is possible, 
that you could publish some pictures 
of a young nurse being spanked or 
caned by an older woman; perhaps 
the matron or ward sister? The 
woman should, if possible, have a 
stern and determined expression. 


If you could do this it would remind 
me of an event which I still recall 
fondly from some twenty years ago. 

P.V., Essex 
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ear Sir, 

I have, for a long time had a 
fantasy that I would love to see pic- 
tured in your super magazine. 


It is of the young and pretty lady 
school-teacher who has just been 
employed after long unemployment 
at a new school but she persists in 
being late for classes and the head- 
master has to stand in for her until 
she finally arrives. 


That evening she comes to his office 
after school; the headmaster is go- 
ing to punish her. 


We need pictures of her lifting up 
her dress back and front showing 
him her white panties. Sheer black 
nylon stockings and suspenders, pic- 


tures of her bending over getting 
spanked dressed like this. 


Then she has to take down her pan- 
ties and turn round and round show- 
ing him her lovely pussy and bottom 
cheeks. She gets bent over and 
spanked again. Then we need pi 
tures of her taking off her panties 
altogether. She then gets caned ben- 
ding over the desk first with legs 
together and then with legs wide 
open with clear shots of her wide 
open legs and showing clearly her 
pretty female parts all on display 
while he canes her. Please. 


She then has to lean backwards over 
the desk resting her back on the top 
of the desk legs first closed and then 
wide open displaying her lovely 


pussy and he spanks and chastises 
the front and inside of her legs 
thoroughly. 


Then she has to take off her dress 
and all the caning sequences in- 
cluding the last are repeated. Then 
she has to take off her bra, showing 
us her boobs as well and all the 
spanking and caning sequences are 
shown again including the one with 
her back against the top of the desk 
and her feet frontways touching the 
floor, while she is wearing now 
nothing but black stockings, 
suspenders and black high heel 
shoes. 


Finally she has to stand in the cor- 
ner for an hour with her hands on her 
head turning round every five 
minutes so that we get good views 
of her bottom all red lined and sore 
from her canings and red all over 
from her spankings and also front 
views of her pussy and legs all red 
from the spanking of the front of her 
legs too. 


Please, please will you do a feature 
like this for me. You have touched 
on this type of story before but you 
have never done one of a school 
teacher being punished with all the 
essentials (as listed following) of a 
really thorough spanking story 
including. 


1. Wearing black stockings and 
suspenders all the time. 

2. Panties eventually taken off 
altogether. 

3. Legs wide open bent over front- 
wards and backwards over a 
desk showing us everything 
she's got. 

4. Boobs excitingly displayed 
bare. 


I can't wait to see how well and 
thoroughly you will do it; I know 
you will because you're the best 
spanking magazine there has ever 
been 


I'm relying on you to do this story 
thoroughly for me and lots more 
with the same essential features 
listed above. 


Don't let me down. 


Thanks. 
D. Stone 


ear Sir, 

I’ve just bought a copy of the 
latest Uniform Girls No. 16. I en- 
joyed the stories, and your models 
get more and more delectable but I 
should like to make a couple of 
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general points. 


I think you are ‘drifting off target” 
with some of your stories in Uniform 
Girls. While I suppose that a harem 
girl’s outfit can be described as a 
uniform — just — an Indian squaw's 
outfit does not really come within 
this category, nor does the playsuit 
in Uniform Girls 13 — however at- 
tractive. Surely these belong in 
Blushes or Blushes Supplement 
rather than in a magazine aimed at 
the fan of girls in uniforms. I was 
under the impression that Uniform 
Girls was brought in to cater 
specifically for the man who liked to 
see girls dressed in uniform being 
subjected to discipline and C.P. 
where the contrast between the smart 
appearance before and the pain and 
humiliation afterwards was the main 
attraction. 


The prime candidates for inclusion 
in Uniform Girls are probably nurses 
and maids. Nurses have had little 
coverage and maids hardly none. A 
correspondent in Uniform Girls 16 
who asks for a series of features on 
Victorian maids is referred to 
Uniform Girls No. 9 — but that has 
been the only appearance so far of 
a Victorian maid. You have printed 
several letters from readers re- 
questing nurses to be featured but 
apart from Uniform Girls No. 1, 
they have not worn a complete 
uniform in that if they have worn 
aprons they have not worn caps and 
vice versa. The story ‘Nursedat’ in 
Uniform Girls 16 was illustrated by 
pictures of a delightful little nurse — 
without a cap (I would have given 
her another demerit for that!), and 
it seems strange that when you ap- 
parently go to so much trouble with 
costumes and sets you leave out such 
a simple but basic element of a 

se’s uniform. I wish also in this 
particular story you had used a larger 
room — all the other stories had pic- 
tures showing the girls full length 
and showing their faces during the 
punishment, in this story the pictures 
were limited to a couple of view- 
points and delightful as Nurse 
Markham's bottom is, a few other 
views would have been welcome. A 
picture of her attaching the probe 
would have been nice. 


A correspondent in Uniform Girls 
No. 14 wanted pictures of nurses in 
a dishevelled state, I agree rather 
with the correspondent in Uniform 
Girls 5 who liked the smartness and 
neatness of their uniform instead. I 
hope you will do more features of 
nurses in full uniform in the near 
future. I should also like to see more 
maids, waitresses etc; in fact in ad- 
dition to a special issue featuring 


hospital discipline, I should like to 
see one featuring Victorian discipline 
also. 


I hope that you find these points in- 
teresting. Keep up the good work — 
the Blushes magazines are in a class 
of their own but remember — more 
nurses please! 

Jonathan S, Sussex 


P.S. An afterthought — 

Would it be possible to have another 
episode of ‘Nursedat’ featuring 
Nurse Markham (with cap!) and 
another nurse? The story would be 
on the lines that they had decided 
that if one wore the sensor while the 
other inputted, the nurse on the com- 
puter could get away with hiding the 
truth. They would, of course, get 
caught and have to report to Mr 
Bingford's flat. Preferably they 
should both be wearing the striped 
dress uniform as students. Two or 
three being punished is better than 
just one. The girl I would like to 
nominate as the second nurse is from 
the story ‘After the Match’ in 
Uniform Girls No. 2, the second girl 
to be punished. She would look love- 
ly in a nurses uniform — or a Vic- 
torian maids’ outfit, come to that. I 
hope you can oblige. 


ear Blushes, 

I was going to give writing to 
you a rest, after all I've written quite 
a few that you've kindly printed. But 
I'm the only letter writer in our 
bunch so I have a duty to inform you 
of at least six views. 


I wouldn't be writing again now if 
it wasn't for your outrageous Sup- 
plement No. 17. It was too much! 
You've entered a new dimension! 
You're doing a national service to 
the nation. There's no need for 
anyone to catch ‘Aids’ when there's 
a magazine like Supplement 17 on 
sale. We got the super glue reaction 
(instant stiffness) within minutes of 
looking at that Join the Dots. And as 
a bonus we came again to that 
gorgeous good looking Goddess who 
Kindly enabled us to do another Join 
the Dots by hanging on to the door 
top in ‘Payments Behind’. 


We think it’s almost impossible that 
you'll ever top this issue, but we 
have said that before. 


Apart from Supplement 17, The 
Blushes 27 and 29 were brilliant; 
again a good Join the Dots. The new 
kind of open leg realist shots are 
beyond praise, we just cannot open 
your latest effort without immediate- 


ly getting erections. 


Your girls deserve a medal each. 
And we think all Join the Dot's girls 
(with open legs) should be paid a 
damn good bonus. Kiss their bums 
from all six of us please. 

B Young & Friends 


ear Sirs, 
I have written to your 
magazine twice before concerning 
the lack of models in tights. 


However, when I purchased, 
Uniform Girls No. 16, I was 
delighted to find you had printed my 
letter and accompanied it with three 
photo’s of a girl in tights. 


Now, please, after whetting my ap- 
petite, I am eager for a full 
photo/fantasy story. 


The girl you pictured seemed very 
pretty and the tights were perfect — 
sheer white ones. 


My perfect photo story would be: 


A girl waiting in a room for corporal 
punishment. She would have to wear 
a white cotton vest and navy blue 
pleated skirt, very short, and a pair 
of white tights with no footwear. 


She is now ready for her flogging; 
which should be a caning. 


Also a proper whipping trestle 
should be used. This would give a 
more authentic, old fashioned look, 
thus causing the girl to be more ner- 
vous as she realizes how strict her 
correction will be. 


She must undress herself, leaving 
her naked apart from her tights, the 
tights being pulled up high over her 
tummy. 


She should be made to stretch over 
the trestle with her legs spread as 
wide as possible. 


She should be hating it, crying quite 
uncontrollably. 


After her flogging, she should have 
to lower her tights or take them off 
to display her very sore bottom. 


I finally ask once more, please, let's 
see a full photo session with tights, 
and perhaps have them in more 
regularly instead of socks or 
stockings. 


If you could possibly do this, you 
would have a very happy ‘Uniform 
Girls’ reader. 

A.D., Lancs 
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